108                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

would not touch it. I threw a big cricket,
thinking from the form of the bird's bill that
it ate insects, but it did not care for the
cricket. The most learned ornithologist of
the city told me that there were no birds of
that species in the land. At my last visit
to the arena I met my bird, forever attached
to my steps, to such an extreme that it went
with me into a narrow and dark corridor
where, being a day bird, it should not have
come. I remembered then that the Duchess
of Buckingham had seen her husband in the
form of a bird the day of his assassination,
and the idea came to me that you were, per-
haps, dead and that you had taken this
form to see me. In spite of me, this silly
idea annoyed me, and I assure you that I was
enchanted to see your letter bearing the date
of the day when I saw for the first time my
marvellous bird. I am writing to you from a
small room which is very cold. The servant
talks only Catalonian and understands me
only when I speak in Spanish. I have not
a book and know nobody. I went to the
fountain of Vaucluse, where I had a great
wish to inscribe your name; but there were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